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Be a fool for whatever you love (just make sure it loves 
you back).

I celebrated April Fool’s Day one year by shoving all my worldly possessions into a 

moving truck. 

I was moving out of the home I had known and shared with my partner for just under 

five years. I was sad but hopeful, thinking that a temporary move and some space would 

help us sort out what seemed like irreconcilable differences. 

I was a fool for love. I spent ten years doing everything I could to make a relationship 

of any kind between us work. But no amount of begging, pleading and adjusting my 

needs, desires and my self influenced her ambivalence in my favor. She thought I was 

trying to change her but I was actually changing myself so I would be chosen. When I 

finally left, it felt like picking myself up from beneath the brick wall that had fallen on 

me many years ago. I was just too much in love with her and the idea of us being 

together to see it. 

What I’ve learned from the past year is that some things aren’t meant for us, no matter 

how much we love or want them. 

Time and space has allowed me to see how much and how often I’ve been doing that my 

whole life. The need to be loved made me a fool as I’ve spent a lot of time chasing 

people, places and things that didn’t love me back. Jobs, opportunities, people — you 

name it. 

What I know about myself is that all that chasing tires me out and eventually I become 

frustrated. I become someone I don’t like when that frustration manifests itself as 

negativity in some form or fashion. But I do the chasing, which means I can stop at any 

time. I’ve endured and allowed things I shouldn’t have from people who haven’t been 

very kind, but I forgive myself. It all led me to the place I am today. 
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With the weight of the world resting on my back, and the road on which I’ve travelled 

is as long as it is cracked. But I keep pressing forward with my feet to the ground, for a 

heart that is broken makes a beautiful sound. 

I walk through my days like a ghost in a dream, but the field carries on and my past 

follows me. It’s hard moving on from the things you done wrong, when they play in 

your head like an old fashioned song. 

But when you’re wearing on your sleeve, all the things you regret, you can only 

remember what you want to forget. 

~Brandi Carlile, “The Things I Regret” 

Grit is good. Tenacity, courage and vision are admirable traits I am proud and grateful 

to possess. They have served me well in the building of my life’s work, including my 

former careers as a teacher, non-profit office director and in my current adventure as a 

wellness entrepreneur. Passion, endurance and fearlessness are the hallmarks of many 

an entrepreneur. You need to be a special breed of “crazy” to break away from the pack 

and making a living on your own terms, dodging rejection and recovering from the highs 

and lows of success and failure on a daily basis. 

And crazy, I am. I think outside the box. I see what others don’t. I have overcome 

tremendous adversity since I was a young child and it has constructed my resilient, 

unyielding spirit. I’ve reinvented myself so many times, it makes me truly feel like a 

spiritual being having a human experience. 

But these strengths become a liability, as they do for others, when we use them in ways 

that don’t serve us. When we overwork ourselves to the point of sickness, when we 

overexercise to the point of injury, when we overcommit to the point of lost integrity. 

If we want to overcome the tremendous odds and high rates of failure to make 

something work, we often have to persevere at it for a long time, to the point that others 

might consider foolish. It might be a job, a habit, a relationship — or an idea or vision of 
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any kind. If it offers the same yield in return for our efforts, we can consider ourselves 

(and it) a success. It’s true that I received many gifts from the relationship I was in. The 

person I loved was extremely brilliant, creative and beautiful. To onlookers, we had it 

all. But the constant ambivalence of “I love you, I can’t do this” on a daily basis 

outweighed the positive benefits I received from the partnership. It triggered my deepest 

wound that needed safety and security, especially during my transition, and when I 

shared this as a need I had, it seemed to fuel her lack of commitment even more. 

Part of success means knowing when to stop loving something more than it loves us 

back. Part of loving ourselves means leaving something we love or have decided we want 

or need if it isn’t coming through as a reality. We need to read the signs early. If 

something is truly meant for us, it will happen and it shouldn’t cost us our health, sanity 

or personal integrity. If it isn’t a “yes”, it’s a “no”. 

Be a fool for whatever you love, but just make sure it loves you back. 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Who wants your weird.

I met with someone the other day and she said, “you know, making new friends and 

networking in general can be a lot like dating. You spend some time getting to know 

someone and you might be like, nahhhh. Maybe not.” 

I concur. I think the same goes for jobs, recreational sports, spiritual communities and 

really anything that we decide to get involved in outside of ourselves. Putting ourselves 

out there in any capacity involves a certain amount of trial and error — and that process 

sometimes involves huge risk. 

The risk I’m speaking about is the threat of rejection. Anytime we step outside our 

comfort zones personally or professionally, we risk being rejected for some part or piece 

of us. We risk being rejected because we are weird in some way. We risk being rejected 

for everything we are or everything we are not. 

I wrote about this very recently, about winning some and losing some, and anyone who 

has been rejected by a person or in a job setting or something else knows it can be 

extremely painful. There’s nothing trite about having your soul killed. I know someone 

who was let go from her job with no notice a few years ago and she’s still in that stuck, 

paralyzed state. It shook her to her core and her confidence hasn’t been restored. I feel 

sad about that, having had so many experiences where I was rejected, and I can certainly 

relate. 

SOME PEOPLE SEEM IMMUNE TO REJECTION. OR I THINK SOME 
PEOPLE MIGHT JUST BE BETTER AT PRETENDING IT 
DOESN’T HURT. 

Urie Bronfenbrenner said we simultaneously shape and are shaped by those around us. 

Our culture(s) thrive on the weird that exists in the diversity of human beings. If we live 

our lives constantly scanning for the threat of rejection we do ourselves and the world an 
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injustice. If we get knocked down and stay down, we deprive ourselves and others of the 

potential of what we can provide. 

Having bounced back almost immediately from a recent professional rejection, because 

#theirloss, I’m also constantly testing my courage in the personal sphere by making new 

friends, showing up in new public settings and even getting into dating. It is much 

scarier to do that now as a transgender person; I’ve lost some of my old mojo from fear 

of never finding someone ready, willing and able to date me — not only because I’m trans 

but also for the other aspects that other people haven’t wanted. It helps me to remember 

I have been turned down WAY before being out as transgender. People may not choose 

me because of that identity or for any other number of reasons. Or they might choose 

me BECAUSE I am trans* and all the skills, talents and quirks that make me, me. Sure, 

it will take a special person to choose the complexity of who I am, but I am no different 

from anyone else harboring a secret fear of inadequacy for some body part or 

personality quirk or identity, visible or otherwise. We are all just lids looking for our 

respective pots. Or the other way around. 

“Oh, how can you do it?” 

”What?” 

”How can you see me and still love me? 

”That’s what it’s about, Preppie.” 

~ from the movie, LOVE STORY 

Listen, we all make choices every day. From what we wear, to what we eat to how we 

behave and interact with others. We put the results of all those choices out into the 

world and get feedback — and we can decide how to interpret that feedback and what to 

do with it. Do we agree? Do we want to change something to work better? Both/and? 

Hiding out because of choices I’ve made or the reality of who I am limits my life and that 

won’t serve me or others in any way. As Paul Jarvis said, living our lives fully and 

authentically helps us find our rat people. 
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It’s true that putting ourselves out there, personally and professionally, involves huge 

risk but it also shows us who wants us and needs us, exactly as we are. It shows us who 

isn’t up for it but it also shows you will want your weird. 

©DillanDiGiovanni �9



A person’s guide to dating.

First, prepare yourself for the uncertainty. 

Dating, like going to a new restaurant or extracting things from things in petri dishes, is 

an experiment. 

Expect the unexpected and increase your chances of success — success being widely 

variable and largely determined by your needs and goals. Wear your safety goggles and 

form your hypothesis from educated guesses (social media accounts come in handy for 

this). Peruse all the options before choosing and when whatever you selected arrives, 

pick up your fork and see what you think. 

Observe the data. Repeat. 

Second, scan for signs that you’re infatuated. Infatuation is how our genes f*^& with us 
— prioritizing procreation and the perpetuation of our species above things like 

emotional security, pets and DVD collections. 

“Who gets to keep Dirty Dancing?” 

“You? Aw, dangit.” 

Infatuation is firstly, the involuntary physiological release of chemicals over which we 

are powerless and, secondly, the trigger of our core wounds from childhood or more 

recent experiences coming up into our throats and hovering there, while we do our best 

to wait three days to call. 

Infatuation is crushing on the physical beauty of an individual; or the projected 

perfection, the mirrored idealized image of who we think we are or want to be (with). 

If infatuation and love were math, you’d use the does not equal sign. 

Third, assume nothing. Nothing about what lies beneath the cardboard cutout of an 

individual sitting opposite you. Make no guesses about that person’s hopes, dreams and 
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desires. Build a blank slate. Who came before you that this person knew, loved and lost 

(or left). Try not to decide if that person will or won’t, is or isn’t, does or doesn’t, can or 

can’t. And if you throw out the suggestion and get an answer, be it a definitive or 

hesitant “______”, hold your breath and wait a moment until you’ve digested the 

answer. 

Am I listening for what I want to hear or what the person actually just said? 

(note: your infatuation may mute the truth, so turn up the volume a bit) 

Fourth, remind yourself that 1) this person probably feels like you do 2) your un-single 

friends are not happier, necessarily, than you are right now. Most likely, a good 

percentage envy you. 

Count your blessings that you get to play and pick and choose and with each person you 

become that much more clear about that mental list you’ve been keeping for years. You 

get out your pencil and erase #17 and in black SHARPIE you write: 

TRUST NO BITCH. (OITNB reference) 

Just kidding. 

You write: 

Choose wisely. You deserve it. 
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Hanging on your every text.

or “How technology makes dating f%*^&$@ crazy” 

�

My God. What are we doing? 

Is this dating? 

What does that even mean, anymore. 

The rules went and changed a while ago. It’s been a while since I did this. Years, in fact. I 

feel like Tom Hank’s character in Sleepless in Seattle. I don’t have a kid to call into a 

radio show, though. 

It’s hard enough jumping back in but this thing now happens via text, email and 

facebook messages. It’s grueling. And exhilarating, in equal amounts. There were once 

days and weeks between communication to consider and re-consider what was said, 

done and…unsaid. Now, mere seconds. 
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I try to remember what we did before all this technology and the way it has changed how 

people interact and communicate to and with each other. I try to remember less busy 

schedules and phone calls and a thing called patience. I try to remember what it was like 

to not obsess over the read receipt that says you read my text five minutes ago. 

You’re not responding. 

I know you saw it. 

Did I say too much? 

The wrong thing? 

Crap. I did. 

[seconds creep by] 

OH. You were driving so you couldn’t reply. GOT IT. 

You reply more quickly than you did before. I’ll try not to read in that. 

We are bantering more. Being vulnerable. Expressing surprising wit, humility and 

candor via virtual means. Everything is happening with these phones — they are the tin 

cans and string that connect me to your guarded heart; you to mine as it mends. 

Times have changed, but dating hasn’t. It is tenuous, terrifying, titillating. 

Are we even dating? Is that what we are doing? 

©DillanDiGiovanni �13



5 pre-relationship eliminators.

On the dating scene? Here are 5 things you can scan for and check off to save yourself 

time before you get too “into” someone. 

Considering that how we do one thing is how we do everything, for the most part… 

1. Eating and lifestyle habits. 

Is the person constantly eating out instead of cooking at home? Are there more pics or 

mentions of beer than green smoothies? Boxes of ramen and mac and cheese in the 

cupboard that have maxed their sell-by date? Or no food at all? 

Is his/her timeline full of drunken photos at 1am but you don’t see or hear about the 

person exercising, traveling, reading and relaxing? 

Maybe you answered a confident and resounding YES! to all these questions. And 

maybe you share the same interests. You may have found an amazing match. People do 

all or some or none of these things and it doesn’t make them bad people. It’s not so 

black-and-white. 

If, however, you’ve reached the age or maturity level where you realize most habits work 

against you when they are the norm but can be fun when they are the exception, find a 

person who shares that same balance. Someone who is doing more of what you do like 

and less of what you don’t. 

2. Time management. 

Very, very few people have an accurate concept of time. Even fewer feel able to master 

what they have taken on and how to deliver with the same amount of hours Beyonce has 

each day (she has the same amount — 24). Look what that woman does with it. 

Does the person constantly seem overwhelmed, overburdened or maxed out? A victim of 

his/her own calendar, like it’s a ball and chain wrapped around an ankle? Do they find 

time to party but seem to have no time to cook, clean and go to therapy appointments? 
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Consider this person prioritizes exactly what matters — which may or may not be the 

way you will want them prioritizing farther down the line for you, the kids you might 

have or the eleventy-billion adventures you want to have! 

See what they sort and how and think about it. 

3. Complaint is the constant. 

Yes. We all have complex lives full of emotions, issues, parents, crises, health concerns, 

etc. etc. etc. 

A massive percentage of people talk about life in negative terms or complain about it like 

each complaint will reduce the pain of the thing. Life never stops being annoying 

because it’s testing our resolve and capacity as humans (IMHO). 

Is the person complaining or troubleshooting? Is it a pity party of 1 or a confession of 

self-awareness with an intention to change? Are they constantly criticizing politics, the 

weather, the behavior of random strangers? 

If misery loves company, you will have no shortage of it. #housepartyoftheworstkind 

4. Response time/communication. 

We have all morphed into bots clinging to technology like Kenny and his Woobie in Mr. 

Mom, and I accept that. 

Given that has become our new cultural norm, you want to use the phone to your 

advantage. You’re staring at or leaving it with arm’s reach on a daily basis and unless 

your person(s) is sleeping or underground in a cave, you know they are doing the same 

thing. Really pay attention to how this person uses it when engaging with you. Do they 

treat your communication as important? Do they leave hours or days between 

messages? When they follow up or disappear, do they explain why? 

Read between the pixelated lines, my friends. 

5. Positive Pollyanna platitudes. 
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Pollyanna was one tough young woman. She overcame a lot of adversity and still had a 

smile on her face, always trying to see and share the silver linings in life. Until she had a 

major accident and then she was like, “f%&^ this”. 

Pollyanna was even COOLER after her accident, after she went through soul-crushing 

despair and eventually came to grips with her grief and pain AND the positive impact 

she had on so many people. 

Someone sharing positive platitudes without the white-knuckle truths of life is probably 

avoiding some deep, dark pain themselves or lying to you about it. That won’t end up 

working well for that person or for you. Trust me on this. I’ve dated this person (a few 

times) and my clients are sometimes married to this person. Or they ARE this person, 

until they give up the Pollyanna platitudes and really take life ON. 

It’s called emotional maturity, folks. And if you want a relationship that will last and be 

filled with the safety, security and respect you crave, you want to achieve this for 

yourself and seek out someone who is working toward it. 

Unless you don’t want that — in which case, this advice is probably of no use to you. 
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5 MORE pre-relationship eliminators.

�
Check those suckers off, y’all 

This list is a continuation of things to look for in a potential romantic partner. Because, 

#dating. 

1. Unavailable. As in: emotionally, mentally, physically or otherwise (not sure what else 

there is, but…that) 

Married. 

A hot mess. 

Emotionally immature. 

Shut-down. 

Too busy. 
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Too self-absorbed. 

I could go on, but I think you get it. If the person isn’t nice, open, vulnerable and 

interested, like KEENLY interested and awesome — just move on. Like, really. Do not 

pass GO. Just get the hell off the game board. If you want to endure the worst of human 

behavior, go play Cards Against Humanity. Don’t actually do it in real life. 

My ex tried to kick me to the curb for the five years we were together. If I didn’t have my 

head so far up my sentimental butt, I would have read her ambivalent writing on the 

wall and saved myself years of wasted time and energy. 

2. Undifferentiated. 

We all have families. 

And we love them. 

But if your person is like, still not able to function without the help and validation of his/

her family, you might want to rethink things. Just a little. 

Like my ex who was 35 years old and her parents make bi-weekly trips from the midwest 

to take her on grocery shopping excursions to fill her closets and cabinets. 

I know. You’re asking yourself why that relationship lasted more than one week. Trust 

me, I ask myself the same question sometimes, and it was seven years ago… 

We all deserve and NEED the love and support of our families, but we also need to take 

care of ourselves. You can decide what level of autonomy your person has, how his/her 

life is shaping up, and what that might mean for what that person can provide you. If 

they are barely getting through the demands of being an adult without constant support 

from the ‘rents, they may not be able to do much else — especially managing a complex 

adult relationship. 
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3. Unable to deal. 

Life is busy and full. And complicated. And as adults, we deal. Or we find ways to deal. 

Some of us use healthier or more mature methods such as running, meditation, yoga, 

healthy eating and therapy. 

Wine sometimes happens. It’s a wonderful invention. But if your person is constantly 

using alcohol, drugs or something else to distract or disengage from life, it should be a 

red flag. Or if the person throws hissy fits at the slightest inconvenience or 

disappointment. 

We all have feelings. We feel frustration, disappointment, anger, resentment, etc. BUT 

we are also adults. And we need to learn to deal with the pressures of life. We can’t 

throw our hands up or throw tantrums like brats and expect life to fall into place. I’ve 

seen peers do this on facebook and in person and I’m like, “whaaaa?” 

Major turn-off. For romance or friendship, amiright? 

4. Living in La-La Land. 

Similar to #3 but different. 

I don’t know. Maybe it’s me but I was raised to pay bills and my rent and dress for the 

occassion (whatever it may be). I am ALL ABOUT being an original person with unique 

self-expression, but when it comes to being an adult — — I am an adult. 

Some folks, they sort of live in la-la land. Like, they don’t work really or worry about 

taking baths or talk about life in terms of platitudes. 

As my teacher, Pema Chodron, says, “some people do yoga or sit on a mediation cushion 

and never really reach enlightenment. They sort of use that time as they do all other 

time to check out of life and act like they are enlightened when really…they are just not 

dealing with anything at all.” 
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Totally paraphrased her right there. But, God I love that woman. 

And for the handful of people I know who do this, I think it’s because they haven’t had to 

really take on the responsibilities of adulthood. Maybe they are subsidized by their 

family, or were for a significant portion of their lives (see #2 above). And this can foster 

arrested development. Which will probably bite you in the ass as you seek to foster a 

mature adult relationship. 

Or maybe this person’s level of maturation works for you. In which case, move on to #5. 

5. Mega-money issues. 

Kids! 

If someone has money issues, catch it quick. This isn’t necessarily a full-on eliminator, 

but it’s a contender. You want to know that someone’s money stuff will spill out into 

EVERYTHING ELSE. Money is attached to feelings of worth and value, for him/herself, 

you and everyone and everything else. UGH! All the things. 

If this person is constantly talking, thinking or obsessing about dolla dolla bills, address 

it early and directly. It will intrude into every conversation and every decision moving 

forward. Scarcity-mindset is something that is connected to time, energy and self-

confidence and self-worth. Don’t let that person convince you they are frugal!!! 

I can’t stress this one enough. Check out Geneen Roth’s book about this, and Kate 

Northrup, too. 

6. INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK 

What is missing from my list(s)? 

Share other eliminators you’ve come to see, know, experience, etc. in the comments 

below. 
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Let me love you.

Let me be the one you choose|who chooses me. 

Overcome your lifelong habits and patterns that you’re battling (and have battled) right 

now in this instant so I can be the knight in shining armor (or plaid?) who sweeps you 

off your feet. So I can fulfill all those idealistic fantasies (we’ve) been nurturing to avoid 

having to be honest about how terrified (we) are to be loved. 

Let me (not) forget the things I’m not addressing in myself or the ways I avoid being 

present to my own issues, habits and behaviors, so I can focus all my time and energy on 

making you happy (so we can both feel wanted and needed or at least tell people we do). 

Let me perpetuate and emulate all the weird things people share that they do/think/say/

feel on social media (the barometer of bullshit) so I can feel like I’m doing it right. So we 

will like we fit in with everyone else. 

Or, not. 

I want to love you/be loved as a verb. 

When I see you as you are|I am, a magnificent mixture of pretense, facade and 

authentic, vulnerable imperfection. 

Let’s instead talk about love. Let’s put it out there in the open and share how weird, 

awkward and incredibly painful it can be to be a human being. Because we can’t be the 

only ones feeling this way, right? Let’s read All About Love: New Visions by bell hooks 

and share specific ways we apply those chapters to past|present experiences with former 

friends and lovers. 

Let me press pause and name this shit and feel the discomfort. Can you feel it? Would 

you let yourself? 
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Let me hold your shoulders and tell you that I think you’re great even while you’re 

looking away and making up a million excuses so you don’t have to listen. 

Let me feel the frustration in how you mirror how many days and ways I do that, too. 

Let me 

Let you 

Can I let you? Can I let me? 

It’s all the same thing, isn’t it? 
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Unrequited love is the absolute worst.

Just ask Romeo and Juliet. 

But wait, they DID love each other reciprocally — what the heck? Why does everyone 

always use that word for their relationship? 

It’s not everyone? Did I make that up?  

SO yeah. Unrequited love is the worst. Just ask the UBER driver guy who texted me to 

ask me out a week after he dropped me off. Hmm. I was just bein’ me. Nice and honest 

and talking. Passing time on the way from there to here. But he took the opportunity to 

ask me out — not even knowing if I was gay or not. 

GOOD FOR HIM! Except, he wasn’t really my type. But he took it well. 

THINGS WOULD BE SO MUCH COOLER IF WE MET PEOPLE AND JUST ALWAYS 

LIKED EACH OTHER. 

And didn’t have things like insufficient self-awareness or fear or trust issues (fancy term 

for fear) or time management issues (another fancy term for fear) to get in the way. 

It’s just funny how many people sit around alone and wanting someone else but sort of 

do everything in their power to avoid having that. 

Is that worse, though, than people who settled for someone just to avoid being alone? 

And are struggling with how to remove themselves from that predicament? 

Gah. 

God Bless The Happy (or Delusional) Ones. For they are a rare breed, indeed. 
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How to heal a broken heart.
Sometimes, loving means losing. If you aren’t waking up in partnered bliss (or 

something close to it) this morning, here are some words to perhaps comfort you. 

Whether you’re single and alone by choice, chance or due to a recent death of a beloved 

partner, you may find yourself catching your breath a few times today—and maybe 

shedding a tear or two for memories or dashed hopes. 

For me, the sadness of missing a certain someone hurt more than the fear of being alone 

without a Valentine. And I don’t want a placeholder as much as I miss the heart, mind 

and spirit of a beloved person I held dear. 

Having loved and lost more than once in my life, here is my best advice to heal a broken 

heart. 

1.  Grieve it. 

Whether it happened on purpose, by accident or because a life ended, it’s an ending. It’s 

a loss and losses aren’t easy for us humans. Some are more welcome than others, 

especially if we made the choice to end the relationship. But if you find yourself not 

exactly leaping for joy and dancing in the streets, I recommend you spend significant 

time grieving the loss you’ve experienced. Many people, if not most, often jump to the 

next thing: the next person, the next job, the next topic of conversation. They push down 

or avoid the feelings about the loss or absence or the way things ended. It’s hard, painful 

stuff and many people find it easier to numb out and “move on” by compartmentalizing 

and avoiding the grieving process. But I don’t recommend this. It catches up to you, 

eventually. I recommend you do and do it good. Go through the pictures. Thumb 

through the hand-written notes. Remind yourself of what you valued and treasured 

about that person. And hold it alongside the truth of what hurt and angered you or what 

didn’t feel right and good. A healthy grieving process will earn you years of authentic 

healing and solace in the long-term. You’ll be able to make real peace with what 

happened, whatever it was. 
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2. Consider your part. 

If the ending or loss happened despite your best efforts, it’s really easy to blame or 

shame the other person. This feels good in the short-term but rarely does anything to 

really help us build character. Having done this myself in relationships and jobs, I know 

how tempting it is to nurture the victim part of us that wants to feel wronged or hurt, 

abandoned or rejected. We want the other side to hurt too, dammit! This is natural 

because we are human, but it won’t help you truly forgive and forget. It also increases 

the chances that we will perpetuate our contribution, whatever it was, in the next 

situation. Sometimes, we do this to preserve our sense of self, and we can miss seeing 

something that would be good to know about ourselves. If you consider and fully 

contemplate whatever your part was, you’re one step closer to being part of the solution 

and prevention of it repeating itself again in your life. Or you might get insight you never 

had before and you can see the other person in a totally different light. Which is a good 

thing-for you and other people in your life. 

3. Say what you need to say. 

A lot of people are really bad listeners. Don’t talk to those people. They are often too 

self-absorbed and caught up in their own lives to pay attention to what you’re saying. 

Chances are, they haven’t fully grieved losses in their own lives and they won’t bear 

witness to your process in a way that really helps you. Find people who don’t say cliche 

things like, “he/she is resting in peace” or “sorry it didn’t work out” or “it wasn’t meant 

to be.” You have a broken heart! It hurts! Platitudes don’t honor the deeply-rooted and 

real feelings you’re experiencing. Talk to a professional and/or compassionate friends 

who make you feel heard and supported in your process, however long it takes. If it is 

safe or welcomed, express anything that remains for you to the other person. Or write a 

letter or email and delete it. Over and over again. Until it’s all out. When you can safely 

process all the feelings you have about the complexity of the loss and its impact on your 

past, present and future, you increase your chances of healing sooner and more 

completely. 
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4. Practice forgiveness. 

Whatever happened, happened for a good reason. Sometimes it takes us months or 

years to fully understand and appreciate this, but having experienced tremendous 

heartbreak numerous times, I can tell you that with every fiber of my being. If the 

person left or died suddenly, forgive the abrupt ending. Is it harder or easier for you to 

forgive someone who has passed on? Or how about someone who is still alive but out of 

contact? Don’t try to see the meaning right away, it may not be apparent. But you can 

practice forgiving yourself and the other party for whatever shortcomings or 

shortsightedness led to the loss. People do and say things coming from their given 

capacity at the time, and it is unfortunate and frustrating when the needs, interests and 

abilities of each partner don’t match up. Consider what you did and didn’t do or say that 

worked or didn’t work. Give yourself a break, because you probably did what you could

—or wanted to do—at the time. 

5. Practice platonic love. 

I’m assuming you have at least one if not MANY people in your life. And I bet you love 

them all a lot. Spend the day calling them or emailing them or texting heart emojis. Tell 

your kids, tell your parents, siblings and friends about your gratitude for them. Hug 

them. Make thank you cards for your plants who selflessly give you carbon dioxide day 

in and day out. Send love to strangers on the street or in countries far away. Within 

minutes of doing this, you’ll realize that time spent mourning the loss of one person, 

however significant that person was, is time you can also invest in other relationships in 

your life. You could probably spend the day making cards for everyone you’ve ever loved 

in your life and not finish before it’s time to go to bed. 

If you do all these things, I hope you find and feel more peace than you did when you 

began reading this article. Perhaps it revealed something new for you and can help you 

reach a different stage of your healing process. 

For more information, read up on Elizabeth Kubler-Ross and her theory about the 

stages of grief. You can find where you are in your process and remember how many 
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people share your feelings around the world. Know that time, will indeed, heal your 

heart if you help it along just a bit. 
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As you learn to let go

you may suddenly bolt upright in bed, convinced that the cliff in your dream is actually 

below your feet 

or the person you loved is in your arms again saying the words you longed to hear or 

maybe repeating more of what hurt you the most 

and you realize that the process through is one step forward and 10 thousand steps 

back; unlike the walk of shame in circles that you did for too long and every time you 

think about it you feel that place behind your shoulder blade with a knot the size of a 

softball 

so you try to massage it out with distractions for relief that lasts a few minutes or maybe 

a couple days at best until you’re crumpled in a ball, fetal in your bed, sobbing because 

the ache is low and dull and all-consuming 

and people don’t know how to listen and either don’t get it or don’t want to or try to care 

as they multitask on their smartphones as you spill your guts to an empty void 

but you understand because grief is such an intimate and individual thing despite the 

fact that we all experience it; and no one will ever feel this the way you feel it 

and that’s what you begin to realize as you learn to let go of the memories of what was 

that coexist alongside the hopes and dreams for what will never be 

as the knot of attachment that formed between you and the other begins to soften and 

unravel, thread by thread 

until it doesn’t occupy every thought of every minute of every day 

and you grasp for it because it still is tethered to you somewhere deep that you can’t feel 

or find to dislodge, even if you wanted to, which may not be yet 
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because it said something about you or made you matter and feel something that was 

good and bad at different times 

like everything in your life that has come and gone, it formed you and made you better 

for having been 

and that grace floods you with peace and acceptance as the anger and bitterness 

evaporates 

and the relief you begged for, the absence of pain, arrives and is as light as the wind in 

the spring 

and you fully realize that learning to let go had to include every step that brought you to 

this final resting place but began with the 

first one. 

Let go or be dragged. 

-Zen Proverb 
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The lengths we use to limit love: Lessons learned from 
Kim Davis.

I hope you stay with me, because this isn’t a political rant about a religious woman and 

gay marriage. 

This is a lesson I’ve learned about human beings, and the lengths we go to in order to 

limit love: for ourselves and others. 

There’s a photo of Kim where she’s holding her hand up to cameraman’s lens. The 

gesture is a metaphor for how the woman was using a tremendous amount of energy to 

limit love between two people. She’s using her own time and energy and the tax dollars 

(is her attorney court-ordered?) to find any loophole possible to keep the gays from 

gettin’ hitched. 

And I’m struck by how often we do this, as individuals, each and every day. 

How far we run when someone shows the slightest interest in us. 

How we hesitate to send a kind text message, letter or email. 

How we limit the time we make available for intimate connection. 

How quickly we knock down a compliment about us or our work. 

How we ask for help but reject the life rafts people throw to us. 

How we use things to harm ourselves instead of taking impeccable care of this body suit 

covering a skeleton that houses a ghost. (sort of paraphrasing Anais Nin) 

Like Kim Davis: 

We go to INCREDIBLE lengths to limit the love we give and receive. 

©DillanDiGiovanni �30



We put a lot of energy into resisting, avoiding, hiding, denying, rejecting, depriving, 

limiting, restricting, ignoring or otherwise, all in the name of limiting what we make 

possible. 

So, it’s no surprise that folks are outraged by her behavior. It’s a mirror for the worst of 

what we do to ourselves and others each and every day. 

What would you do differently, if anything? 
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The crush that healed my broken heart.

I seriously felt it break apart in my chest — that thing I called a heart. Not because the 

love was ever really that deep(ly shared) but because it became so clear that it never had 

been at all. It was humbling and horrible to admit. 

I sat in that void lacking a person who only ever felt platonic feelings, or probably/

maybe more but never accessed or wanted them. Or fully claimed them. 

And when I finally left it was a brick wall that pushed me out the front door. 

The weeks and months left me hollow and fragile. Distracted minglings with friends and 

acquaintances ended too soon as they went about their lives and I returned “home” to 

unsteady living spaces for many months. 

And in that tension, numbed and wandering, I existed. The grief for something and 

someone I never even ‘had’ eventually subsided to feelings of dread and fear. 

Disappointment and discouragement and desolation made a hole. And then I became 

the hole. There was me and then a void and then other people. 

I had never felt so alienated and alone in my whole life. 

I thought I would never be able to feel anything for anyone. Ever. Again. 

Admiring strangers came around with 

propositions, leaving me angry and annoyed. 

There was no refuge in those offers, nothing 

that felt strong and assured. 
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This was my adjustment to being seen again. This was my acclimation to living as a guy/

transgender person; a new identity and life experience in my mid-30s. Living the daily 

death and rebirth of obsolete and integrated selves. 

In this new place, there would be new rules. New games. New challenges and new 

experiences and they would all teach me how to be and how to love, newly. 

And my heart stirred. Quietly. Feeling more apt. 

And then it happened. She appeared with that smile. It’s a good one. One of the best I’ve 

seen. 

As we sat and talked and she flashed this dazzling grin that’s wide and open, something 

jumped into my throat. I realized it was my heart. I steadied myself on the couch and 

couldn’t stop the words from coming out, “your smile makes me feel so happy!” 

And she paused, tilted her head a little, and said, “see, now, that’s really nice.” 

The moment of closeness caught us both off-guard I think. As we nursed wounds from 

previous times that were hard to find and hold every day. Our guarded hearts not yet 

open and free. 

But mine was beating again. And I wish I could say that it was easy and things came 

together like we all dream about. 

But it doesn’t matter — if it ever does or doesn’t. Because her gift was that dazzling smile 

that healed my broken heart. That grin that crushed my skepticism as it conveyed her 

deep and delicate soul. A soul I suddenly yearned to see, hear and know. 

And that evening was when love, for me and others, came back into my life. That feeling 

of connection and intimacy that glimmered brightly for just the right amount of time. 

To remind me that it can happen, again, or maybe for the first time. 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Savor your singlehood.
February 15th is Singles Awareness Day. It’s a day where people who are single get to 

speak up and say, “Hey, it’s OKAY to be single.” 

Bah. More than merely okay, I think singlehood should be savored. The more I listen to 

people or see their posts on Facebook, I’ve come to realize I’m a little bit weird. I’ve 

never felt the need to be partnered. Yes, I’ve suffered greatly from the loss of past loves 

in my life but it was more about my attachment to that person than feeling like a loser 

because I didn’t have a significant other. 

Too many wonderful people spend significant amounts of time “chasing rainbows” of 

happiness, peace and fulfillment by looking for love in the all the wrong places. And if 

they aren’t looking for love, they are perhaps settling for sex. Don’t get me wrong, I 

think healthy sexual identity is part of a healthy life, but all too often people use sex to 

numb out and hide from true intimacy. A friend said to me the other day, “It’s easy to 

find someone to f*%^. It’s much more difficult to commit to a partnership and find a 

soulmate.” 

Our society reinforces this at every turn in marketing and media so it really takes some 

strength and conviction to stand apart from the crowd and claim your singlehood. It’s 

much easier to seek validation with a rebound. Where most people jump in the sack with 

anyone just to feel ok, it takes real courage and strength of character to be alone. 

We don’t need another person to feel cool or normal or valid.  We shouldn’t want a 

partner just so we’re not alone or people don’t think we are weird or broken in some 

way. In fact, some of the best times of my life have been the gaps between relationships. 

I know it can be hard to resist feelings of inadequacy or insecurity, so I thought I’d share 

some ways to help you savor your singlehood, too. 
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1. Go on a dating diet. 

Research shows that diets don’t work to help you lose weight. You end up gaining back 

whatever you lost and then some. Dating diets, however, can help you, especially if you 

find yourself in a trend with relationships. Feeling frustrated with your string of exes? A 

dating diet helps you step back and say, “whoa, now” and assess whatever the heck 

wasn’t working. It does require you to actually not date. And abstain from sex, because 

that’s a relationship, I don’t care how casual it is. You’re still seeking something from 

someone and your unresolved stuff that caused the trend with previous partners will 

still be there.  A dating diet can help your mind and body detox from recurring patterns. 

Having a hard time with the thought of this? Consider you’re addicted to needing 

something from other people, just like people are addicted to coffee or bread or cheese. 

What is that telling you? Try being alone, single, for at least six months. After that six 

months is up, try another six months. A dating diet will reveal more about yourself than 

you can see right now and give you great information to make better decisions moving 

forward in relationships. 

2. Do whatever you want, whenever you want. 

You can walk down the street and randomly decide you’re going to the movies. Now. Or 

fill your weeknights and/or weekend with plans of things you love doing. Treat yourself 

to brunch. Get a new wardrobe. Travel. Masturbate. Wash the dishes, or not. Decide the 

pile of laundry can and should get bigger. Sit on the couch and don’t lift a finger for 12 

hours, watching movies or knitting or reading whatever you like. When you’re single, 

you get to have “you time” 24/7 and don’t have to worry if you’re walking that fine line 

between healthy independence and blatant selfishness. If you’re doing this in a 

relationship, you probably shouldn’t be in one. 

3. Practice being comfortable and content with your own company. 

Being alone means different things to different people. Some people really struggle with 

it, others find it completely comfortable. When your friends aren’t around and there’s 

nothing to do, are you comfortable and content with your own company? Do you need 
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someone around or pursuing you to feel at peace? Try this for a week. Then two weeks. 

Then two months. Try not surrounding yourself with people every waking minute. 

Spend significant amounts of time alone with just yourself. Pay attention to your 

thoughts. Get in touch with what makes you happy. Make art. Cook for yourself. Train 

for a triathlon. Become your own best friend so you never feel lonely or alone with or 

without the presence of another person. 

4. Clearly see the misery disguised as “happy” all around you. 

Don’t be deceived by appearances. Coupled people aren’t necessarily happy. As a health 

coach and general careful observer, I’ve learned how often people lead double lives. 

What you see in those instagram pictures may be the farthest thing from the actual 

truth. You can pick up a lot listening to bickering couples in grocery stores or sitting 

silent at restaurants. You can catch subtle, resentful remarks made in a Facebook 

comment. I’m not saying everyone is miserable, but every time you scroll through 

Facebook or your phone thinking about everyone else who is so-called “happily” 

partnered, think again. Many people are unhappy in their relationships, they just don’t 

have the courage to leave or really invest in improving them.  And many of them 

probably envy you and your freedom! 

5. Say novenas for the bullets you’ve dodged. 

There is nothing like some good perspective, and a sighting of your ex’s rebound 

selection, to make you thank your lucky stars that you dodged a bullet. Time, space and 

some good healthy grieving will help you answer important questions like, “what, 

exactly, the heck was I thinking?” Reflect on the good times, sure, but bring into high 

contrast the memories of that person as he or she truly was. Remember the way that 

person made you feel. Were you loved? Cherished? Prioritized? Or were you treated like 

an accessory or afterthought? Think of the many people who came before you and say 

some prayers for the person who followed you in line, because they walked right into the 

mess that had you running away. 
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If you want to savor your singlehood, stop complaining about being single or feeling 

badly about it in any way. Choose to embrace the time and space you have to live your 

life completely free and unfettered. Practice being really good to your friends and  

yourself and develop into the partner you want to be when you find the right person. 

Your partnered friends in miserable relationships want to live vicariously through you, 

so LIVE IT UP! 
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All the people you’ve loved before.
One of the gifts I’ve received from my gender transition is the ability to see how little we 

think of reality is truly real. It’s helped me understand why some people struggle with 

embracing more comprehensive sexuality, perhaps because they lack an intimacy with 

and acceptance of themselves. 

People pass me on the street and, because I’m “passing” as male now, they have no idea 

about my past. I pump gas and the cashier says, “Have a great day, buddy.” Men pass me 

on the street and give me a nod when they didn’t before. When I walked into a yarn store 

while running an errand with a female friend recently, the women gave me funny looks 

and said, “You might want to go get some coffee, she’ll be a while.” I smiled, knowing 

why they said it and then I felt sad, because they felt the need to say it. 

I started packing my groceries and, in my haste to move along quickly, put the eggs in 

the bag first. The female cashier said, “oh my god. Men!” 

The people who misgender me most often are the ones who knew me in the past or who 

I eventually come out to. Somehow, the more people know, the more their focus goes to 

who I “was” and they call me the wrong pronoun. even if they didn’t know me then. 

Curious, eh? 

Is perception, indeed, reality? 

It’s part of why I don’t make assumptions about anything in anyone’s life. When I meet 

someone, I don’t assume anything about their past or present choices regarding 

relationships, nutrition, spirituality or work experience. In my coaching work, I’ve found 

these are the things that most people use as major identifiers or labels for themselves. I 

ask open-ended questions because it creates unlimited possibilities for people, limitless 

possibilities to match the real variety of experiences people have, but don’t necessarily 

share publicly. This lack of visibility often leads people to think they are alone in their 

experience—which is absolutely not the case. 
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Take sexual orientation, for example. I met a new friend recently and she seemed to be a 

very open-minded person. We were cleaning up after an event and her female-identified 

friend was hanging around waiting for us to finish. Some people would have assumed 

this person was a friend, but I considered that it was her romantic partner. When I 

asked, she seemed a little surprised but, to her credit, didn’t act like I was crazy to think 

that way. I learned to do it a few years ago while talking to a woman who was married to 

a man. She said she identified as bisexual but people never knew that because she was 

married. “My marriage completely erased my bisexual identity,” she said. “People make 

assumptions about me based solely on what I’m doing right now.” 

I was truly amazed at the time, but realized lately that I’ve had the same experience. 

People have made a lot of assumptions about my sexual orientation based on a few 

highly visible relationships in my recent past but, the truth is, I’ve dated as many men as 

I have women. And I’m actually attracted to people outside that binary and would 

consider dating anyone as long as that person was ready, willing and able to be a 

committed partner. It’s true that the complexity of my own gender identity and 

sexuality, in general, through the years made romantic relationships with some people 

easier and more difficult with others. The more people I coach, the more I learn how 

common this is. People share things in a confidential environment that they don’t in 

everyday life. Perhaps they feel safe because I’m open about my own identities. My 

deeper friendships reveal this, too. Specifically regarding sexuality, the totality of a 

person’s sexual orientation, gender identity and gender expression, I can tell you that 

most people have inclinations they are afraid to act on or express more explicitly for fear 

of familial or societal rejection or reprisal. This is absolutely more common than it is 

rare, and the more often people speak up and share, the easier it becomes for everyone 

else. 

Reflecting on all the people I’ve been drawn to, or who have been drawn to me, reveals 

how few of the relationships were ever about labels and identities. Like all relationships, 

it was about my comfort level with myself, that other person and that person’s comfort 

with me.  It was about comfort first, compatibility second and then, the mutual capacity 

and intention for commitment. The relationships either worked or didn’t work not 
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because of “what” I was or what he or she was but rather, what each of us was capable of 

accepting and fully embracing about ourselves and each other. All relationships are like 

that, and the best ones last because two (or more) people make this conscious choice to 

love another person fully and work through the challenges that come up when 

individuals commit to lasting partnership. 

Even before my gender transition, I embodied a fairly consistent ambiguous sexual 

identity. It’s true that many cisgender, heterosexual, bisexual and homosexual women 

were attracted to me. But cisgender, heterosexual men were attracted to me, too. 

Because my memory often focuses on the longer-term relationships I’ve experienced, I 

read through my old journals recently and recalled many, long-forgotten individuals I 

encountered and “dated”. Post-transition, as I embody an increasingly more fluid 

sexuality, it leads me to wonder, how many of these people were truly cisgender and 

heterosexual, after all? How truly cisgender and heterosexual is anyone, really? 

My personal and professional experience has convinced me of the complexity of identity, 

specifically regarding sexuality, and the sham and charade that most people believe 

about themselves and others. There is more happening beneath the surface in most 

peoples’ lives and perhaps in yours, as well. The extent to which we can explore and 

cherish our individual complexity allows us to provide that same experience for others. 
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The experience of intimacy.
Whatever you do, try not to panic. 

Because it feels so weird. Incredibly uncomfortable. 

It is suddenly there in your throat, or your gut, that feeling that people talk about…they 

make it sound so easy. 

It’s not easy. 

Not for you, anyway. 

You’re talking and someone (maybe you) drops truth into the space between, and you 

have two choices: cut and run or stay put. The energy gets thick — it’s real. You both 

know it, you can feel it. The air changes because it’s charged with something. That 

something you both crave and fear — that something called connection that feels so good 

later but in the moment can feel like a punch to the gut. This is real. This is the REAL 

SHIT right here, what we’re doing. No jokes or small talk or bullshit. 

It’s easier over the phone. Face-to-face is fucking hell. 

Breathing makes it easier. Sitting still and breathing. Being kind. It’s so tempting to do 

or say something to get out of the discomfort. But you’ve been doing that all your life. 

And it’s why you are where you are. 

And you want something different for yourself. You do and you don’t. 

Yes, yes you do. 

That word s/he used to describe how you are sometimes. It felt weird to be called out. It 

also felt safe, because it wasn’t mean — it was honest. And it mattered that someone 

cared enough to be honest. It meant you mattered. And desired in the bright light of 

your imperfection. 
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You can be that way. You are many ways. You are a work in progress. Healing all that 

you’re uncovering day by day, minute by minute. 

Only the experience of intimacy makes that possible, when you’re willing to sit there and 

see it. Sit there and be seen. Sit there and be heard. Sit there and hear. 

For everything you both are and are not, yet. 

That moment where you stepped in and shared something no one has heard before (not 

because you weren’t trying to say it), you felt it in that place that’s usually tight and 

tense. That unyielding tension. 

God, it’s so awkward. SO MUCH WORK. This is too much work, you hear yourself say 

(or think). More work than it takes with other people. But those people know the you 

that lives on the surface — bobbing along like a buoy. 

Not the you that’s deep below…alone in your painful insecurity. 

But the loneliness has had its run. All those buoy friendships are boring compared to 

this. So, you try anyway. You sit there, squirming on the inside and hope it doesn’t show. 

You stay put because sharing eases the shame that happens from hiding. 

Sharing with someone who can hold the space for it. S/he can. You heard what s/he said 

and found the words to be responsible for it. Because you loved that s/he noticed 

enough to see and to care. And believes you are capable of better. 

You feel that rise in your throat to push it away and wants to justify it, with a list of 

reasons why but that list is the excuses that keep you where you’ve been. And this 

moment now, is the opportunity to be different. It’s not a firing squad, you’re not out 

here on your own. 

“You’re right”, you hear yourselves say. “That’s right.” 

And it’s ok. The air gets lighter — those charges changing. You felt like you could say 

more because that part of you that was hiding is getting some air, some light, and it’s 
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being talked about and the person isn’t running the other way and is actually embracing 

your courage, telling you that you’re brave and wonderful, and you feel the same way. 

And this is the experience of intimacy. 

What were the dances of dysfunctional conversation you’ve been doing this whole time? 

Were you confusing real connection with mere commiseration? 

The moment passes but the energy pulses through you. Your heart’s beating faster than 

usual. You feel spent. 

You wonder how many people go through their whole lives not feeling a moment like 

that… 
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What if you’re queer*?

If you’re asking yourself the question, you probably are. 

Welcome to the awesomeness. Welcome to no limits. Welcome to unlimited access to 

more people, more opportunities, more LOVE than you knew before. 

Because before you considered your queerness, you lived in this box called “straight”, 

“hetero”, “NORMAL”. 

And you see where that got you. 

What does it mean to be queer, you’re wondering. Perhaps you’re equal parts terrified 

and exhilarated. 

What does it say about me? 

What will change? 

Absolutely nothing and everything. Baby, you were born this way, but you never made it 

an option before. And now, you might. You’ll open yourself up to a version of your life, 

an unlived adventure deeply buried and waiting within the confines of your own heart 

and mind, that was previously unexplored. Maybe it was fear or maybe it was a blind 

spot for you. Heh, maybe it wasn’t blind as much as shielded, covered, hidden. 

But you’re thinking of giving it some light, some air, some breathing room. Some space 

to move around and shake itself out to see what happens. 

Notice how your body feels. Notice what your mind is doing. 

This isn’t a new you, it’s the unfolding of you. The revelation. The expansion. It’s a you 

that was always here and there and soon to be everywhere. 

Everywhere. And people will wonder how and why and when and where and you can 

say, “yes” to all of it. You’re no longer living within not-so-neat lines but around and 
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outside of them, as humans were meant for but rarely do. Because the secret is that no 

one is 100% hetero, most just aren’t brave enough to step into an experience as the one 

you’re contemplating. 

Sexuality, that carnal identity we all share as humans, can be so ruthlessly stigmatized 

by those who most fear it. 

But not you. 

Not you. 

You’re ready to embrace it because life is too short to die with the words, “what if?” on 

your lips. 

"  

-Museum of Fine Arts in Boston, MA. Title and artist unknown. 

*queer = umbrella term for anyone identifying as any sexual orientation other than 

heterosexual. Often associated with negative stigma or stereotyping in past American 

vernacular but reclaimed by many people to be a term/identity of power, confidence and 

empowerment. 
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Finding no fault in your flaws.

I had not one but two girlfriends, back in my wilder days, who chose to love me when I 

was having an wicked bad acne outbreak in my mid-20s. 

Who gets acne in their mid-20s? I thought. Me. Lucky fucking me. I realize that it was 

me and many other people, now that I’m a health coach and I better understand the 

human body and how it processes stress, grief and trauma. 

But back then, in my mid-20s, I was suffering tremendously from my painfully obvious, 

flawed skin. Every day was misery. It took me hours to summon the courage to leave the 

house because I was so self-conscious. I spent more hours trying to scrub, exfoliate and 

all other number of methods and products to try to make it go away. 

Little did I know, I was making the problem much, much worse. 

Months later, I stood at a desk where I worked at a health food store co-op and this girl 

sauntered (yes, sauntered) up to the desk. As I took a call, she took a pad and wrote her 

phone number on it. 

Ballsy, that one. 

I called her. Invited her to hang out — at night. We walked all over the town and talked 

until the wee hours of the morning before finally parting. We made plans to do it again 

soon. 

A week or so later, I invited her to stop by my place. I turned off all the lights and lit 

candles because my skin was especially bad that week. I was sketching by candlelight 

when she arrived, praying she would sit on my good side so she wouldn’t see the source 

of my greatest insecurity at the time. 

Weeks later, when we were seeing more of each other, she confessed how romantic it 

was that I invited her over to hang out by candelight. In a moment of total vulnerability I 

admitted it wasn’t meant to be hot, romantic or seductive at all. 
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I was trying to hide my face from her. 

She smiled. Well, hers was this curling grin that went on for days more than it was a 

smile. But she did that grinning thing and her sea-green eyes revealed total and 

complete empathy. 

All these years later, I channel that sympathy and empathy once gifted to me. Now that 

my skin has survived another intense bout of acne, this time induced by hormone 

treatments and massive embodied grief during my gender transition, it seems to have 

settled for the most part. It gets stirred up whenever I neglect basic nutritional common 

sense like drinking enough water, getting enough sleep, eating plenty of vegetables and 

not too much sugar. 

But the biggest sources of stress, sadness, grief and trauma have left my day-to-day and 

for that, I’m grateful. They were the source of my problem, I know that to be true. Where 

once I only saw ugly, flawed skin, I now see a bright, shining face. If something small 

pops up, I always say a silent prayer that it’s nothing like it was before — because it was 

that hard for me. 

And when I see someone struggling with acne like I did, I send them all the love in my 

heart — both for the physical discomfort and the emotional pain it may cause. I think of 

those women who chose me despite my imperfect, flawed skin. They’d both say, “I don’t 

even see it. I don’t care.” 

And it felt like bullshit to me but they weren’t lying liars. I tried to trust them. 

For as hard as it was for me to believe at the time, I think it’s true that when someone 

really loves you, they don’t care if your skin is a mess or your behavior is a little wonky 

or anything else that you feel makes you wrong, weird or inherently bad. They find no 

fault in your flaws, in fact they may see them as reasons to love you even more. 

In a world full of constant rejection, you might be gunshy from a series of people telling 

you in no uncertain terms that you are NOT GOOD ENOUGH, LOVEABLE or OKAY as 

you are. When someone is suddenly standing there, contradicting the ones who validate 

©DillanDiGiovanni �47



your self-depricating inner voice, you might want to fight them off a little. Push them 

away. 

I sure did. 

But I stopped doing that after a while and what happened is nothing short of magic. The 

Rx I’d been taking for a few weeks only worsened things, so I stopped taking that poison. 

I journaled and wept and prayed for my old face to return, making a deal with Whoever 

(a God?) that I would never shy away from another picture and I would smile as much 

as I could — facing the camera, and people, head-on. 

Within months of gradually accepting the love offered to me, as imperfectly as I did it, 

my acne cleared up and went away by itself. Cleaning up my nutrition, which I’d 

neglected for far too long as a subconscious act of self-sabotage, probably also helped a 

bit. 

Opening my heart and striving for self-acceptance were the eventual, lasting cures to the 

flaws I feared defined me. 

Your flaws are parts of your whole self — and you get to play the game of choosing how 

much to love and accept them and allow others to do the same. We are all in the same 

boat, here. Each of us has something we find wrong, weird or flawed about us. 

What matters is that we learn to find no fault in our flaws. And then generously create 

that space for others as well. 
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You lost nothing from loving.

You’ve heard the quote. Who said it? Alfred Lord Tennyson. 

“’Tis Better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.” 

Really? Really. 

If you’re still grieving a breakup, this may feel like anything but soothing or comforting 

words. You don’t have to keep reading. But if you’re through the worst of it and craving 

that elusive closure we all seek, I truly want you to try this on. Are you better off for 

having been heartbroken? 

I say yes. Emphatically yes. 

Because the truth is, you lost nothing. Not even that person. If it was meant to be, or he/

she was meant to have, it would still be. Nothing and no one comes or leaves our lives by 

accident. 

Not even death happens without a purpose. 

Self-respect? Self-esteem? Self-confidence? Nope. You didn’t lose them. In fact, I’d 

wager you gained more as a result of experiencing and overcoming such a devastating 

loss. And don’t indulge too much in things like pride and what people think of you. 

Those are ego-based thoughts. The less of them you have about anyone or anything the 

better, really. 

I do a good job of beating myself up after seeing how I pursued the wrong person too 

many times. Even if it was a different person, it was the same pattern. 

We pursue the wrong one and run from the right one. 

We all do this. Every. single. one. of. us. We do it until we see it and don’t do it anymore. 
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Recently I finally unhinged myself from something that I could say went on too long, but 

the reality is it went on for exactly as long as it needed to for me to get what I needed 

from it. As painful as it was and as embarrassed as I feel about it, it’s my life. It 

happened. I’m who I am now because of it. 

If my self-awareness and self-compassion isn’t resonating with you, it will one day. If it’s 

hitting you like annoying positive mindset bullshit, keep reading. People who wrote or 

spoke like this once annoyed the HELL out of me. And now I get what they were talking 

about. They annoyed me because I both craved and avoided the truth they were 

speaking. Now that I’m on the other side of my own bullshit, I see how rad things are 

from this side. I only wish I came over here sooner. 

Because I get these brief, ugly pangs in my stomach. The ones that say, “sweet Jesus, 

what was I thinking? How did I not see what was so painfully obvious?” 

Isn’t that the bitch of perspective? Hindsight is perfect 20/20 vision. 

And thank God it is. Because while I pursued someone completely unavailable and 

equally unkind for many months, it’s over now. It’s not going to continue. It had a good 

run and yeah, it was maybe a little fun (in a very masochistic way because it was pretty 

bad) but there’s a deep inner knowing that I can’t unknow or unsee now. 

I can’t unknow how I ignored blatant rudeness. Insensitivity. Lack of kindness. 

Disrespect. Selfishness. 

I can’t unsee how long I lingered for a scrap of acknowledgement, validation, 

appreciation, sweetness, kindness, generosity, compassion and beauty. 

I know what I wanted to offer and how I offered it to someone who wasn’t ready, willing 

or able to accept it. And how I deserved it first. I was trying to give away something I 

needed to give to myself. 
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�
-I have no idea where I found this. If you know the source, tell me. 

And I lost nothing from that experience. And the ones that came before it. Not time or 

energy or self-respect. And neither did you. 

I learned who I am, what I’m capable of and what I will bring to every relationship 

moving forward. Including my own relationship to myself. 

It was all worth it. We learned what we will and will NOT do again. Every thought and 

action and realization were investments in our personal development bank accounts. 
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Too afraid to love?
Sometimes, no matter what you do or don’t do, it just won’t be enough. 

Men can so easily be labeled as the problem or reason why relationships fail and I think 

undeservedly so. I think sometimes relationships fail because one partner is just too 

afraid to love. 

There is a fine, fine line between giving love another chance and knowing when to call it. 

Sometimes, no matter what you do, someone just isn’t ready, willing and able to make 

the dream relationship become a reality. 

I’ll admit I’ve gotten stopped by this, myself. I’ve fallen victim to trying to live up to the 

image of Prince Charming or Aragorn from Lord of the Rings. This image may lead some 

people to hold unrealistic, unfair and perhaps unhealthy expectations for what I man 

should do to “save” a relationship. The movies and media portray this archetype of 

masculinity as unwavering, unfailing and unrelenting in the pursuit of his love. He 

overcomes every obstacle, test and gauntlet to win her hand and live happily ever after. 

But what about when the love doesn’t want to be loved? Or caught? Or sought after? 

What if the object of affection, herself, is the gauntlet? 

Whether the relationship is hetero, homo or otherwise, relationships won’t work out if 

both or all parties aren’t on board with equal investment, energy, commitment and 

devotion. I’m talking about the “I adore you even when you piss me off” devotion. The 

kind of devotion that happens when you see into someone’s soul and realize they are a 

true gift to you that you’d be willing to sacrifice anything for in order to keep. If both or 

all members of a relationship aren’t sharing this experience, it just won’t work. It is 

replaced with constant ambivalence which is toxic to both parties and effectively 

sabotages whatever they are trying to build. If the devotion isn’t there, if the 

vulnerability isn’t achieved and expressed, it’s just an intention. It takes commitment to 

actualize it into the beautiful thing many of us seek. 
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That’s why the whole “He’s Just Not That Into You” thing really annoys me. I’ll admit, I 

never read the book or saw the movie so I’m running my mouth just based on an 

impression. Women may use the “he’s just not that into you” line as a convenient excuse 

for some men who gave up because they got tired of the game. I see a lot of women/

people online and in real life, not wanting to be caught or loved and battling their own 

demons so fiercely that no man stands a chance. Welcome to the successful field of 

psychotherapy, right? Right. But in the meantime, I feel pretty bothered by how easily 

these women put the blame on their male counterparts when the onus is really on them. 

“He wasn’t man enough.” 

“He wasn’t willing to love my wounds.” 

“He wasn’t patient enough.” 

Consider that he might not be into you because you aren’t into you. And it’s your work 

to love yourself so you can love another person. 

Love isn’t an endless fountain of love, patience and unlimited tries unless both people 

are having the experience each person deserves. If you aren’t pulling your weight and 

delivering, you don’t get to take and take and blame when the supply runs out. It’s not 

fair. And it’s worth exploring what’s happening with folks who persist so, um, 

persistently, with folks who play hard to get. It can become a symbiosis of who really 

feels unworthy of love more? 

This does not, I repeat, it does not only happen in only hetero relationships. It’s 

happening in all relationships. It happens when a person isn’t able to admit his/

her imperfections and bring humility to the table. It happens when both people aren’t 

responsible for their words, actions and habits that, if changed, would help foster more 

trust, love and intimacy. 

We can’t be afraid to love, if loving and being loved is truly what we want. One person 

isn’t responsible for keeping a relationship going and doing all the work, even if he may 

©DillanDiGiovanni �53



be physically stronger and taught by society to endure at all costs. I don’t agree when the 

cost is the experience he deserves to have as a part of a whole. 

When both people are giving and receiving, and it happens on both ends, willingly, it’s a 

win-win. That’s love. 
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Do I say I love you too much for a guy?
I’ve begun wondering if I say I love you too much for a guy. 

When I write a closing salutation to emails, it’s sitting right there: the blinking cursor, 

waiting for me. Do I enter xo? xx? Love? Warmly? My best? 

How about during conversations with people, in general? Since not many people I know 

do it, it sort of stands out when I do. That’s been a pattern throughout my whole life, it’s 

nothing new, but it’s making me wonder how much is appropriate. What is ok to express 

to fellow bros and dudes, especially given the extreme gay panic and homophobia that 

pervades our culture? What about with women or folks who identity outside the male/

female binary? I’m working this one out, especially as relationships in my life evolve and 

change, and I keep coming up against it so I figure other people are, too. 

I’m noticing when I say it, more than negative backlash, is how people lean into my 

expression of concern, care and mutual affection and appreciation. It happens in person. 

It happens on instagram. It happens via email and text. More often that not, people 

reciprocate the expression. In a love-starved society such as ours, it seems people are 

thirsty for connection, as quoted by the character, Graham, in the movie CRASH, “It’s 

the sense of touch. In any real city, you walk, you know? You brush past people, people 

bump into you. In L.A., nobody touches you. We’re always behind this metal and glass. I 

think we miss that touch so much, that we crash into each other, just so we can feel 

something.” 

I agree and I feel like all we want is this strong connection, but we feel like we have to 

keep the fists up to keep us from being vulnerable or perceived as such. I feel this 

especially when I interact with other men. What I’m finding incredibly beautiful and 

tragic, is the amount of emotion beyond the smallest exchanges. Because I consider 

myself a highly sensitive person, I feel attuned to energy on a sensory level. I used to 

think there was something wrong with me, but when I check it out with other people, I 

end up being right. I am noticing so much behind eye contact, body language and 

posture and what comes through is a yearning, a desire to connect. 
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This was explained brilliantly in a December article in Time, titled What Boys Want by 

Rosalind Wiseman. It really got me thinking about this and noticing nuances in my 

interactions which left me wondering, what the heck would happen if we all started 

saying “I love you” a bit more? What if men took the fear of the explicit sexual part out 

of it and really expressed the gratitude, connection, appreciation and affection we feel 

inside? What ailments would drop away? What issues would be resolved? What would 

be possible if we expressed this thing many of us seem to feel, this thing that is part of 

being human? 

I consider this in my platonic interactions with women, too. What is appropriate 

expression compared to inappropriate, given our respective relationship situations? One 

of the weirdest things I experienced this year, was a woman who had been a friend for 

some time telling me we could no longer meet up to hang out because her boyfriend 

wasn’t comfortable with it. It occurred to me as so weird, because there was absolutely 

no expression of anything romantic in our exchanges. We just had ‘coffee talk’ a few 

times. Romance wasn’t even implied, not even remotely. We had been acquaintances 

before and had lost touch but then met up a few times to discuss experiences with a 

former mutual boss as well as current life changes. Then, she dropped off the radar. 

When I followed up, she announced this news and I was sort of dumbstruck. 

In interactions with my female friends, partnered or not, do I need to hold back more? It 

is ok to tell them how much they mean to me and how awesome they are? Is it uncool or 

not masculine enough to keep my feelings and thoughts under wraps? 

I ask these questions from a philosophical or theoretical perspective, not because I have 

any intention of changing my behavior anytime soon. I am still going to go with my gut, 

even if it isn’t met with success. When a friend contacted me recently about his 

experience at the police academy, I offered him the opportunity to talk a bit about it. He 

replied, “guys don’t vent”. I wanted to write back, that I was concerned about him and 

want to hear more about his experience. But I didn’t. I just wrote, “ok”. Next time, I 

won’t just write, “ok”. I’ll write, “ok. Some guys I know do. Good luck and I love you!” 
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I’ll wait for great.

�
image source

I’m learning to be patient. It was never a strength. 

My first kiss wasn’t great. 

I sat on a stone step in the park near my house and someone three years my senior who 

I’d met as many hours earlier went for the French kiss. I was maybe 12 or 13 and didn’t 

even know what he was doing. I never saw him again after that day. 

It took a while before I wasn’t unnerved by the memory of it. And never felt the same in 

that park again. Even with a different person on a bench nearby years later. 

The next time I rushed may or may not have been in a pool at my friend’s house the 

summer between my sophomore and Junior year of high school. Some townie kid I had 

a crush on for a while serendipitously showed up and as the night wore on and we grew 

progressively more drunk, each couple took a corner of the swimming pool. The music 

blared and the concrete edge of the pool dug into my back as body parts unknown 
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moved against me underwater. He was cute but also not a great kisser. For the rest of 

that summer my friends and I referred to it as Four Corners Night. 

In my college dorm room, the movie had barely begun before the guy from my computer 

basics class rolled onto me. I was bored. He left and never spoke to me again. I hardly 

cared. 

A nice Christian dude was unsuccessful in getting me to befriend Jesus or make him my 

boyfriend. Not Jesus, I mean. 

There was also a nerdy know-it-all. 

And several others. 

Trying once more, I hurriedly seduced a super cute Fine Arts major. He was two years 

younger than me and when his fondling felt rather like fumbling, I sighed out loud. Not 

the good kind. Maybe too loudly. 

Before his car left the parking lot, I rolled over and texted the girl I’d met weeks earlier, 

the one I couldn’t stop thinking about. We were camp counselors and our mutual 

attraction felt both forbidden and familiar at once. 

She ended up being my first love, the “One”. Fast and furious, it was the kind of crash 

course in infatuation that took me eight years to get over when our tug of war finally 

ended. Those deeply dramatic few years revealed just how little I understood myself or 

how the rules of real relationship worked. 

Late bloomers like me learn a lot at once. 

For many days and nights I felt convinced I’d never stop aching for her smell or the 

sound of her voice near my ear. The detox from lost love is agony. I was certain I would 

never feel again in a way so great. I was right. 

Of the many relationships and escapades (of which there have been very few) I’ve 

experienced, none have touched the depth of emotion that rose to my awareness and 
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permeated my body like when I fell the first time. I’ve since conquered and courted regal 

pillow princesses and made mediocre memories with many men and women. Many 

good but none of them great. 

The one from the summer I turned 21. Sweet and gentle but battling his own depression 

like a bitter enemy, we parted ways when his low self-esteem triumphed over his best 

intentions. When I came out to him about the girl years later, he got up from the table 

and walked away from me never to be heard from again. Some folks just can’t 

comprehend fluid sexuality. Especially when mine triggered theirs. 

Like the guy I met at a woodsy bonfire who I’d confuse if he saw me now. The mirror 

image might be disconcerting. Or he might want to jump me. There was that way about 

him. 

Like the gal who followed me around my job until she worked up the nerve to approach 

the desk and ask for my number. Or maybe I asked for hers. 

Like the one who picked me from a bunch but I missed all the warning signs of a 

woman, beautiful but bruised, too new to recovery and without much there of herself let 

alone for me. 

But we tried for a while before she bailed, leaving me with a question about my own 

identity that actualized years later. She clearly saw my trans* self before I could. 

But eventually I did because queerness is next to godliness. The lack of rules or boxes or 

limits or norms feels like freedom despite the crushing stigma that surrounds us all from 

every heteronormative angle. 

And some just succumb. 

Like the one who never chose me but spent years pretending until it fatigued us both. 

Fences are meant to keep out cows, they have no place between people and become 

unbearably uncomfortable as a resting place after a period of time. Ten years was too 

many for me. 
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When I finally left, I promised myself a good long break to discern just when I had 

decided to surrender my self-respect so carelessly. Rushing in for reasons that felt right 

at the time. 

Never again, I said, will I settle for something similarly not great. 

After the initial ache of sitting in the shame of so many poor choices, in came a 

loneliness. It was graceful, not brutal like years before. Not looming like the presence of 

bitter betrayal. 

Instead, this loneliness visited me in moments but never stayed long. Just enough time 

for me to see the misdirection of my path. The pitfalls and problems that repeated until I 

saw myself more clearly. All around me people seemed to fall easily into and out of love 

but it kept eluding me. My aim was off. My targets misaligned. Just more of the same, I 

said. 

Eventually I stopped. Staying single for longer than I ever had solved the problem of my 

pattern. 

Sitting. Waiting. Watching for great. 

Now, several years of solitude offers me a silence so sweet I cling to it, savoring it like 

the last light in summer. Single-hood is the seat from which I see the antics of so many 

adults, myself once among them, acting like lovers but appearing more like needy 

children, hiding out among power dynamics and repressed desires for the sake of 

avoiding loneliness in its many forms. The many puzzles manufactured for their 

partners to solve. Corners cut in communication. The persuasive pretense of playing 

house. 

“You guys looked so happy,” says a friend. 

“Appearances deceive,” I reply. 
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So many marriages and partnerships made possible by the power of turning a blind eye 

to what is least convenient to believe. In oneself or another. People pretending merely to 

appear normal. There’s no such thing, no greater lie, I want to tell them. 

I sit, bewildered as to why I chased a similar existence. Sitting in the presence of others 

who saw in me nothing precious or spectacular. Pursuing something so vapid, nay basic, 

for the sake of fitting in among the masses. 

Sacrificing my own self-loathing yields the revelation of what awaits. More years of 

generous growth in delicious solitude or fulfillment in a relationship with a partner of 

equal weight and measure. 

Because many but not all people sit in silent resignation of their choices. Precious few 

I’ve known have found a soulmate and satisfying union by surrendering control, 

starving pride and swimming in the deep water of vulnerability. 

Potential is budding with a person I know. Someone who bears witness to this soul in 

human form that sees the equal miracle of her existence. As we find patience with our 

respective processes, weeding out the parts of our personalities that prevent our 

greatness, our free expression is mutual respect and admiration. 

The words matter when they come from her. She meters them out in meaningful ration. 

If love comes not with her, then it may with another, in whatever shape or form. Or 

never at all. 

I’m in no rush. Time and picky patience have become my friends. 

Sitting in the comfort of my own company, I wait for great. 
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A time you were touched.

I feel like a prude. 

This is the first time someone’s doing this and I’m 22 years old. She keeps referencing 

the guy who did this to her, she’s demonstrating on me, and I try to not feel jealous. But 

I feel jealous and annoyed that she’s here with me and he is, too. But soon my skin only 

feel her lips on the nape of my neck. And I’m shivering from the sensation. I have no 

idea what time is it and if I’m missing class. I’ll drop out of grad school after one 

semester mostly due to this affair. And because no one told me to apply for grad school 

loans and I’m too young to be a principal. I haven’t even been a teacher yet. 

But I’m learning about myself now — and realizing the emergence of my identity. I’m in 

love with her and it doesn’t matter that the world sees us or knows. The infatuation or 

attraction I feel is all-consuming and I know and see nothing but her. 

It’s like time and space stop when she’s around — the world falls away and I’ve never 

been hypnotized but it probably feels this. I’m numb except for where her lips meet my 

skin. 

Again and again. 

And I feel nervous and naked and self-conscious and safe. The cheap plastic clock ticks 

in time with the soft sounds her lips make up and down my back and neck. 

This is my first safe sexual experience I don’t want it to end even thought I feel terrified 

to be experiencing it. 

“So that’s it, basically,” she says and pulls her long, muscular body off mine. “How did it 

feel?” 

And she doesn’t mention him anymore for quite some time — or ever again. 

Time slows. Music plays. Songs change. Hours pass. Light shifts. Shadows fall. 
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We don’t leave the bed and form 

impressions in the jersey sheets 

I bought from Target because 

they feel like the t-shirts that she 

leaves in my room when she 

leaves. My pillow smells like her 

dark blonde hair, satiny against 

my arm. 

I wasn’t ready for the feelings and couldn’t have prepared if I tried. I feel lucky and glad 

she’s here and there’s no tremor or fear when I feel her fingers on my skin. Ever. It’s the 

last time I’ll feel that safe, that free, that content. That fearless. 

I’m older and she’s younger and we met working as a summer camp. We feel star-

crossed, destined, as first love tries to convince us. This moment will be one of many 

forever my brain begs me to believe. Press pause so it never ends or changes. 

I’m not thinking of class or food or anything outside of the room and what’s happening. 

The weight of her body as she straddles my back — it only occurs to me later to wonder 

or worry how she compares my body to his. 

It comes and goes, the worry, the hesitancy, the self-consciousness — flickering like the 

flames dancing across the room. 

“So romantic,” she had said about the eucalyptus-scented tea lights perched on various 

pieces of second-hand furniture. 
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Calming was the goal. I wanted to feel peace. 

Romance, up until now, was the Great Unknown. 

With her, it’s now here and holding me and happening and I’m so happy. 
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Learning to be loved.
I woke up on a friend's couch in NJ and received the text that no one wants to receive. It 

was my friend Sara's daughter, Cami. She was telling me that Sara had passed away. 

Years later, I feel angry. I know enough 

from therapy to know that anger isn't a 

feeling, it's a response to a feeling. So what 

am I really feeling? I'm feeling frustrated. 

I'm frustrated that I didn't listen to Sara 

sooner. She told me that I was amazing and 

special and deserved a ton of love, support 

and acceptance and for some frustrating 

reason, I didn't listen to her. It might have 

been because it was a lesson she was 

teaching me, as she was learning it herself. 

See, when I met Sara, she and I were in relationships with people who didn't really love 

us. We didn't see it at the time but we were both settling for people who were sort of 

along for the ride, but not really invested in the long-term--especially when our lives 

took a challenging turn. Her journey battling cancer was just beginning and I would 

soon start my gender transition process. We would spend a lot of time talking about our 

relationships at work, and she kept telling me that the beginning of a relationship 

should be fun and exciting--that I should feel chosen and wanted and cherished and 

loved. Those were the feelings I had at that job and around her and with other 

people, but not with the person I had chosen as a partner. 

It frustrates me now that I that I didn't see what was so obvious. Life is like that, right? 
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Sara's relationship was similar. She fell for someone who was attractive to her for a few 

reasons, but didn't really provide what she needed. At the end of her life she woke up to 

this, and drew boundaries that deeply inspired me. It's like she suddenly got it, and I'm 

so proud of her for going out strong. 

For Christmas one year, she gave me this plaque to hang on my wall. And now it's 

hanging somewhere in every new place I live, so I'm constantly reminded not only of her 

love for me, but the truth of what it says.  

More than any work we do, the relationships in our lives are incredibly important. How 

we treat people is a mark of our character. Our ability to love, respect and support other 

people, especially during difficult times in their lives, is a testament to how much we 

love, respect and support ourselves. We may not always get it right, but the most 

important thing we can do is be responsible for our shortcomings and ask how to make 

it better. We can apologize from our heart, not from our bruised egos. 

Whether it's a primary partner, a family member or a friend, this is what we can strive 

for in our relationships. 

We CAN do this, if we CHOOSE to do it. It may require some additional outside 

resources and some deep digging into our own issues and blocks, but we always have the 

choice. And if someone isn't willing or able to give us what we want to give in return, it is 

better that they leave our lives. 

For a long time, I felt guilty that I hid from Sara's love and didn't show up for her the 

way I could have in the last year of her life. Her family tells me I did more than enough. 

And while I should have listened to her sooner, I know Sara is throwing up high-fives for 

me somewhere when I summon the courage to draw a boundary like she did. I feel her 

on my shoulder and listen to her voice in my ear anytime I experience any less than the 

love she gave me and told me I deserved. 
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How you know when to go.

Leaving. 

Moving on. 

Getting out. 

I’m talking about leaving a job, a relationship, a religious community — -hell, even a 

party. Netflix and chill is more your style, maybe. 

How do you know when to go? 

You daydream about it. You toss and turn in bed at night. You get all brave for a second 

but then reality hits and you think about things like health insurance, feelings, the 

paycheck, and *gasp* what people will think of you. 

How do you determine that point when you’re done? 

Fear of failure and the Great Unknown keeps people stuck. So do lack of self-confidence 

and the work it takes to make sustainable change. They are the considerations that keep 

YOU where you are right now. Spinning. Swirling. Stagnant. Trapped. Frustrated. 

But there’s something else that’s keeping you stuck. You keep telling yourself that you 

don’t know. You say, “I don’t if I can” or “I don’t know if I want to.” Those three words 

stand between you and the change you want to make. 

Because, you do know. You’re either too afraid to say it or act on it. 

Indecision prevents us from being responsible. We don’t want to make a decision 

because it might not work out or we might feel it’s the wrong one or make things worse. 

When we say, “I don’t know” what we’re really saying is, “I’m too scared to try and risk 

this comfort for the Great Unknown.” 
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I learned my lesson about the words I don’t know. I spent three years saying that I didn’t 

know if I should leave my last relationship. I’ve largely avoided writing about this for 

years for fear of throwing that person under the bus. 

I’ve worried more about her feelings than my own. And that’s how I lived in that 

relationship. It’s how I lived in my whole life. 

But now I can write about it because this is not at all about her being a bad person. She 

wasn’t. She did her best. This is about me because I knew the relationship wasn’t right 

for me. I knew there were aspects of it that just did NOT work but I didn’t listen to 

myself. I knew it got off on a foot that didn’t serve either one of us, but especially me. I 

knew I was settling or stepping over things and then building resentments. 

And then it got to the point where I knew I needed to make a decision. It was clear she 

wouldn’t and we could go around like we were doing for another 3 or 5 or, shit, maybe 

10 years. When people asked me why I was staying, I heard myself say, “I don’t know.” 

When trusted friends or colleagues said, “I think you do know” it made me SO MAD. I 

thought I was mad because I truly didn’t know the answer. I realized my anger came 

from avoiding responsibility for starting and staying in something that hadn’t worked 

from the moment it started. By staying in it week after week and month after month, I 

could avoid my fear of failure and what people would think of me and the risk of being 

alone and…so many things. Those things that keep us stuck, right? 

And finally one day, I realized what a joke that was. I DID know. And when I was able to 

be honest with myself, I was ready to be the one to change it. 

I said “I don’t know” until one day I said, “I don’t know what happens next but it has to 

be better than this.” 

And that’s how we know when to go. 

…when the fear of what’s possible becomes less than the pain of staying. 

…when we realize life is too short to settle. 
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…when the voice that says, “I don’t know” starts SHOUTING at us and keeps us awake 

at night and leaves us with no appetite during the day. 

…when we’re willing to try something radically different to get the answer we’ve been 

looking for the whole time. 

In my case, I left on conditional terms of separation. Exactly this week, two years ago, I 

shared the idea of me moving out for a few months as an alternative we hadn’t tried 

after years of therapy. I thought some time and space would help us gain much-needed 

perspective. 

My decision to stop saying “I don’t know” and take action toward a decision despite my 

biggest fears actually allowed the truth to surface. It allowed me to be present to reality. 

And if I had any doubt that it was the right decision, her response quickly confirmed I 

was on the right track. 

Within minutes, it became clear that my idea was the beginning of the end of that 

relationship. The person I’d been dating and living with for years was ready to start 

seeing new people within two weeks of me moving out. 

And now I know. 

The only way I summoned the courage for this choice was from practicing with making 

many changes in my life. Leaving jobs for any number of reasons. Leaving my home 

state for a new life in Boston, MA. Leaving behind old eating habits and lifestyle 

patterns and ways of thinking and speaking. Leaving behind my whole identity as a 

person when I chose my gender transition. 

I’ve learned how to know when to go by actually going, without a safety net, without 

knowing for sure if it was the right call. We can only think about something so much. 

We’ll forever say, “I don’t know” until we take action and know from a place of living 

and learning. 

It’s really risky and takes a lot out of you, but it’s the only way you’ll ever know. 
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Love the haters and thrive, anyway.

So, it was Transgender Awareness Week. I wrote a few blog posts and attended a 

fundraiser where I got to meet the 1st stand-up transgender comedian, Ian Harvie, 

complete with photo op. I did my part. 

But there was something in me that was afraid to really say what I wanted to say during 

that week, namely to address the pervasive culture, mindset and narrative of surviving 

instead of thriving, and how it isn’t serving any of us. I have struggled with saying it 

more often and more loudly, for fear of the haters. The ones who don’t agree and will 

make sure I know they don’t. I know not everyone agrees with me. A lot of people, 

including many people in the LGBTQ community, have a big problem with my message 

of self-love and thriving. One person commented on a post of mine: 

“it felt like a punch in the gut for me to read that someone with your identities 

celebrated TDOR by thriving.” 

When I saw this, it didn’t feel good, but it really helped me get over this fear I’d had. I 

finally got the reprisal I’d been fearing and it didn’t shake me from my truth. 

People aren’t always going to agree with you and they can and will be fundamentalist 

about anything, so you shouldn’t let it keep you silent. 

I knew a comment like that was coming. I’ve been bracing for it ever since I began taking 

responsibility for my own health and happiness four years ago. The more I’ve done that, 

I see where people stand. The more I stick by it, the more I see who I’m meant to inspire 

and what I’m actually ‘here’ for. 

I didn’t come up with that thriving thing on my own. I take my cues from folks older and 

wiser than me. People like Maya Angelou who said, “Surviving is important. Thriving is 

elegant.” 
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I don’t want to just survive. I want to thrive. And I want to spread that message for 

anyone and everyone who is on board with it. 

It’s a bummer that the ones who don’t subscribe need me to suffer to validate their point 

of view. I watch this happen within any group of people, no matter the identity. People 

get attached to an idea, usually in opposition to something. They then surround 

themselves with people who agree and become fundamentalist in a way that often 

recreates the whole cycle of the thing they were in opposition to. It just doesn’t work for 

creating positive, lasting transformation. 

But, of course, you can’t tell them that. I know, because I was there, too. I played into 

many ideologies for a long time. I did it with food, politics and with people. I noticed the 

more I did, the worse my life got and the more I became alienated from my family, my 

friends and my own self. It didn’t make my life, and the lives of others, any better. It just 

kept me tired, sick and poor. WTF good was that doing for anyone? 

When I became a health coach, I got a new perspective that shifted a lot of this for me. I 

learned HOW to thrive and WHY it works well for me and my work when I do. The 

healthier and stronger I am, the bigger impact I can make. The more lives I can touch. 

The more people I can reach. I have received countless message this past year from 

people who were NOT comfortable or familiar with transgender people before I came 

out and shared about it. They have told me how knowing me helped them get on board. 

It was only when I started allowing all things to be possible and deeply believing in that 

that I could allow others that opportunity, too. 

Hell, if that isn’t reason enough to thrive and keep going, I don’t know what is. 

Several years ago when I met Brene Brown in person she gave me this advice…“If you’re 

pissing people off, you’re on the right track”. We tweeted about it again this past year.   

Love the haters. They help you see where and why you are needed. 

And thrive, anyway. 
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Why vulnerability often feels impossible.

Vulnerability is a hot topic these days. It's right up there with being authentic and a 

spiritual gangster.  

I'll share what thoughts I have from my ever-changing and rapidly evolving life 

experience and those of my clients. 

Vulnerability feels like a real sonofabitch paradox mostly because it is one. Brene Brown 

says that to be vulnerable means to open ourselves to be wounded or hurt. And who the 

hell wants that? When many people think of the word vulnerability, they might 

immediately think of a romantic relationship. They might think of opening their heart to 

a stranger and, hoping the lust would actually be real love, showed something tender 

and true about their physical or mental state and trusted it would be safe. 

And then it wasn't.   

And that felt horrible so they fear being hurt again. Rejected. Humiliated. Demeaned. 

Disrespected. And any other similar kind of word for the experience of wanting to 

disappear in the hole in the floor. Let's also throw in invalidated, infantilized and 

invisibilized. Any of those unfamiliar? Stay with me, I'll explain. Because vulnerability 

extends far beyond romantic relationships.  

Who wants that experience of being hurt? Who would choose any of that on purpose? 

But the irony is, the more we avoid the hurt, the more hurt we become. What we seek to 

avoid, we experience in greater amounts. The more we try to protect ourselves, the more 

we bear the weight of a life half-lived. Instead of being vulnerable, or opening ourselves 

up to more hurt, we try more each day to cover and protect what feels ugly or 

uncomfortable or broken until each and every person becomes a threat. Colleagues, 

friends, family, strangers on the street, even trolls on social media! Even though we all 

know not to take trolls personally or seriously, we let them penetrate and puncture our 

wee hearts. 
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If it's something we all crave, why does it often feel so impossible to find or feel?  

The way I see it, vulnerability often feels impossible for these reasons: 

1. People can't give you what they aren't giving themselves.  

This goes for most human beings because we can only give what we've been taught or 

have been given ourselves and that's all based on a limited range of what people of 

different identities actually need. Yes, we're all human and share the same underlying 

basic needs but there are also variations based on internal or external differences. Many 

people lack the self-awareness to know or the discipline necessary to fulfill their own 

needs. Don't fall for appearances of what it looks like people are doing or being or 

having. In fact, sometimes the flashier the show, the worse the actual conditions. The 

truth is, most people lack the capacity to face and deal with their own suffering and then 

here we come along, trying to get a little bit of airtime for our grievances. But you can't 

draw water from a dry well and it ends up making your thirst for validation and support 

even worse. You try to get support and see how everyone's clamoring for some wood to 

cling to, like the sinking scene in Titanic. For the most part, we're all Rose with no room 

for Jack.  

2. People really suck at listening.  

They just really do. Most conversation is two people competing to be heard so we spend 

more time waiting for the other person to take a breath so we can say, "yeah, and here's 

what's happening in my life," or "here's what I think about what you said" or "let me fix 

that for you" than we do listening to what's coming out of the person's mouth. 

And even if we don't actually say it, we're thinking it. Often without even being AWARE 

of how much we're judging and assessing and filtering and wondering, we're hardly 

being present at all. Being a coach changed this about me over eight years, and not as 

quickly or as thoroughly as I'd prefer most days. But it's better than it was.  

People don't or can't listen for so many reasons so it often feels impossible to open up 

and share because there's no space for it. We can barely get a sentence out before 
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someone's swooping in with some cliche bullshit or make it about them. There's relating 

and then there's hijacking the conversation to make it about them and the line is fine 

like spider twine. Most people lack the self-awareness to even know the difference.  

3. People patronize to maintain power.  

People seek to maintain control and have power to avoid feeling out of control. Being 

out of control means being vulnerable so some people determine other people to be less 

than to maintain a feeling of power and control. We experience this as momsplaining 

and mansplaining, both of which create a power differential that is neither pleasant nor 

supportive. Yes, women and men and folks of all genders in-between, are guilty of being 

patronizing to those they deem less than. 

When all we need is to be heard, unsolicited advice lands as condescending and 

patronizing. And then, when we try to be vulnerable and express that it's occuring that 

way to us, those people respond with more defensiveness. Why? Because the advice is 

never really for us. It's to make the other person feel better. It's their need to control the 

conversation OR the feelings your pain is triggering within them. I didn't really 

experience momsplaining until I transitioned, or if I did I don't think I noticed it. My 

own mother didn't do it much, mostly because she hardly listens to what I say. See #1 

and #2 above. And she, like most people, jumped to fixing or judging or invalidating 

whatever tender truth I was trying to share. So, this new experience of momsplaining 

feels incredibly gross to me, especially when I'm sharing from my own, fully-formed 

truth to inspire or encourage people as an adult and as a professional coach. When I 

share vulnerably from my life in my work or on social media, I'm not doing it because I 

seek validation or support. I'm doing it so other people don't feel alone. For so many 

reasons, people (mostly women) jump in and instead of sharing how they resonate with 

what I said or how it inspired them, like they do with male or female peers of mine, they 

write or say things to take care of me which would be so nice if it didn't publicly erode 

my credibility as a mature professional sharing vulnerably to help other people. Perhaps 

since vulnerability is so rare, especially coming from the mouths of men (or male-

perceived individuals) women often jump in to save me from the perils of my own self-
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awareness. They infantilize me, projecting an image of their lost or lonely son onto me. 

My status of self-employed professional coach is smothered under their need to stop the 

bleeding, even though I'm happy to let it flow from my open heart.  

I can both appreciate their intentions and candidly name this is problematic behavior. 

This is one example but people of many different identities experience similar dynamics 

of being invalidated, infantilized or invisibilized by other people who seek to maintain 

some sort of power differential based on appearances, long-standing cultural norms and 

status.  

4. People just can't hold space.  

This is similar to listening, but it's what happens after we express ourselves. It's the 

moment when we've shared something and it isn't what people expected to hear, and 

what they do as a result. Holding space is about just being with whatever comes out of a 

person's mouth. It's a skill to develop because people often just need to say something 

that's true in a moment of time. It isn't an indictment of who we've always been or will 

forever be, but it's a realization or an epiphany or unearthed truth. And most people, 

because of the reasons I explained above, just can't hang for a second. The energy of 

such raw, honest self-awareness is rare and powerful and most people lack the capacity 

to hang out and be with it. 

When we're vulnerable and we claim our voice and our power, it frightens people. The 

truth we share may be a bit more than they can bear because they rarely do this for 

themselves. 

That's why it often feels impossible to be vulnerable. We open ourselves to be wounded 

and people swoop in and hurt us, unknowingly, from their own need to protect 

themselves. In their own attempt to hold up the dam, they attempt to slam the doors 

shut on our freedom and self-expression.  

These are a few reasons why it often feels impossible to be vulnerable and you can see it 

mostly involves coming up against the limitation of other people. It feels impossible 

©DillanDiGiovanni �75



because we have unrealistic expectations of other humans. We think they are less 

broken or fragile or inept than we are. We think they have it all together because they try 

to convince us of that or because we fantasize that they do. 

It often feels impossible to be vulnerable because we measure our risk of opening up 

against our hopes of what people can hold and the reality of how few resources folks 

have hits us really hard. The hurt we feel is perhaps our realization and disappointment 

that none of us have as much to give as we all really need. 

So we need to be vulnerable knowing this. 

Being vulnerable knowing most others can't be is real freedom. When you can do it, it's 

pretty awe-inspiring. 

It's what we all hope to feel and experience with another human being, the actual 

potential of vulnerability, the leaping and landing safely in the presence of another.  

And while it may feel impossible, it isn't. We just need more practice doing and being it 

with each other. And therein lies the rub. 

Are you up to the project of learning how to be that safe place to land for yourself and 

others? 

The reward is worth the work and heartache involved. Trust me. 
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note from the author

This book is a collection of blog posts and articles and random thoughts I’ve had about 

love over the past eight years or so.  

It is neither exhaustive nor comprehensive and is often quite redundant. 

It’s self-indulgent and generous. It’s imperfectly edited. It’s arrogant. 

It’s vulnerable and honest.  

It may bring you some solace or a new perspective or perhaps it may even piss you off. 

Love is like that.  

Love, Dillan 

 

Dillan DiGiovanni is an integrative health 

coach and writer. He’s currently writing and 

editing his first book after living what feels 

like a thousand lifetimes in 40 years. Dillan is 

from New Jersey, U.S.A. and just moved back 

home after living in New England for 11 years 

to integrate his past and present selves and 

share what he has learned with anyone who 

can use it to live life more fully and freely. 
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